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It is good to know that British; the corner of Gray’s Inn Road and 


° ° | 
CHARIVARIA. enterprise is not yet dead. Only the| Holborn. — 
Iris difficult to be original nowacays, other day an American astronomer * 
but success has crowned the efforts of announced that every star was in-| "“ The hearing of the petition against 


the inhabitants of Brancaster, Norfolk habited. Already, in the columns ofa;Mr. Masterman,” we read, “ was 
_who decided to purchase a wheeled contemporary, we s:e the advertisement marked by a series of jokes on the 


bier as @ permanent memorial of the of a Star Furnishing Company. part of counsel and by weariness on 
Coronation. * * *,” ,the part of the judges.” This is 
Z The Government, it is said, is de- reversing the usual order of things. 
The Bank of England looked so termined to popularise Consols, and| * 


smart in its illumination dress that watches their fall with considerable | A firm of colour manufacturers is 


many persons mistook it for the Young | satisfaction, hoping that one day the! advertising that a certain important 
Lady of Threadneedle ne —_ — picture exhibited at the 
Sak ts | 2 GB Ge o, |Royal Academy is 

# ) --“ eto ZB : \« painted entirely ” with 
their colours. Tho idea 
| may spread. Look out 
shortly for the follow- 
jing announcements :— 
|‘‘Mr. Absalom’s  enor- 
;mous picture of Antory 
| and Cleopatra has been 
| purchased for a public 
gallery. Why? Because 
\it was painted on one 
‘of our canvases,” and, 
“Why are Mr. Liffey’s 
pictures always hung at 
Burlington House? Be- 
jcause he always uses 
our frames.” 

* * 

A passonger has been 
awarded damages for en 
electric shock he received 
on the District Railway: 
but it does not follow 
that travellers by a cer- 
tain other line who are 
electrified whenever their 
train arrives punc‘ually 
would be equally success- 
ful. x * 
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| 
“QObservator,” writing A | a on * 
in The Observer, in-| ““@Zz2. DP sn s Ee 7, — Lm ; 
forms us that WILLIAM iy, , BZ Oe 
THE CONQUEROR and 
STEPHEN were crowned 
respectively onChristmas 
Day and Boxing Day: 
anda very old gentleman 
tells us that he distinctly 
remembers being told 
as a boy that on both 
these occasions there was 
ecnsiderable discontent 
among the populace at 
being done out of an| 
extra holiday. | 
x & 


A | 
a | 
s- | 





*x 
Reading that the Coro- 
nation Fleet would weigh 
1,000,696 tons, a nervous 
old lady hoped that the 
sea had been tested to 
make sure it would bear 
such a weight. 
* x 
The other day we 
suggested that  enter- 
prising Sunday papers 
might give away muffins 
and crumpets as supple- 
ments. While cur idea 
has not yet been adopted 


When a Birmingham- 
to-Yarmouth express 
was examined at Bourne, 

















it is interesting to note * Kee Ors “Gb i rs 5 CE. tl | Lincolnshire, a black- 

that The Daily Chronicle abs BG “Lo | bird's nest, with four 

esa. Ten Coro- IN BATTERSEA PARK. | young birds, was found 
ation Drawings “ 

roll” f a = © REMARKABLE CASE OF INHERITED INSTINCT DISPLAYED BY MASTER JONES, | underneath one of the 

ies a |SON OF THE WELL-KNOWN CRICKETER. ‘carriages. It is sup- 

hi ‘posed that the young- 





There is nothing like doing things price will be so small as to place them | sters were sickly, and had been ordered 
handsomely, and we certainly spared | within the reach of all. country air, but could not raise the 
no pains or expense to give our guests + * /money to travel in the ordinary way. 
a good time during the Coronation; The L.C.C. has expressed the opinion 
period—as witness the following head- that there are too many George Streets 
[nes in an evening newspaper :— in London, and wishes the number to| We quote a forecast of the great 

“Fire In THE Cry. be reduced. The proposal does not luncheon of the 19th inst. :— 
A Bia C ti come over-graciously in Coronation 
. ‘g onflagration. Year, but we are assured that no dis- 

ForeIcn VIsITORS INTERESTED.” loyalty is intended. | members of the Imperial Dominions Parlia- 

hg — | ments, have been sent out in Lord Rosebery’s 

At the same time there issuch athing| So few persons have a good word for ;name. This gentleman will, of cours:, as is 
as overdoing hospitality, and certain | motor-omnibuses that it is only fair to | °UStomary_at all such political functions, lunch 
foreig riming , " . . | alone.”—Smethwick Te ephone. 

§n criminals who came over|draw attention to the fact that this| 
specially for the Coronation complain | type of vehicle demolished one of our | Thesplendidisolation of Lord RosEBERY 
that they received too much attention.' London monuments, the other day, at | becomes more manifest every day. 





‘* Invitations for a luncheon banquet, to be 
held at Westminster Hall to welcome the 
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ROMEO TO JULIET. 
(With a personal explanation.) 


THatT moment when I saw your starry eyes 
Shining at SHaksPEARE’s Costume Ball, 
Blue as the blue of our Italian skies, 
You had this Romeo’s heart in thrall. 
I said, “ Of all the maids in Juliet’s image 
(I had already counted thirty-three 
Fighting for breath in that historic scrimmage) 
You are the one for me. 


Not all were Juliets born, but some were made, 
And most were frankly past their teens ; 

But you were 1r—pure youth that asked no aid 
Of artificial ways and means ; 

In you I found a hermitage (or haven) ; 
No other features, coloured on the card, 

Not even MarisorovuGu as the Swan of Avon, 

Diverted my regard. 


While Lady Capulet (your chaperon) 
Slept in her thirty-guinea bower, 
We took a balcony like Juliet’s own, 
And talked like SHaksPEarE by the hour :— 
“Tf I be perjured, put a dagger through me!"’ 
“ This is so sudden!” “ Yet I speak you true, 
By yon electric moon I swear (beshrew me!).” 
“@O Mr. Montague!” 


We counterfeited farewells :—“ ’Tis the lark! 
I hear his music soar above 
ALBERT’s sublime Memorial in the Park.” 
“ Nay, ‘tis the nightingale, my love.” 
And thus in palmy coves and cypress coverts 
We held communion till the morning’s prime ; 
I doubt if all that lot of ‘“‘SHaksPEARE’s lovers” 


Had half so good a time! 
% x + 3 % * 
[Private. Dear Beatr.ce, I want to say 


In case your soft, but female, eye 
Should read the above, it was but meant in play: 
’Tis just a journalistic lie. 
You surely should, from what you know of me, know 
I left that orgy with my head unturned ; 
There was no Juliet at the SHAKSPEARE beano, 
As far as I’m concerned. 


Nor was I Romeo, though I have my doubts, 
‘In point of medieval date, 
What—to a century or thereabouts— 
I was supposed to illustrate ; 
But, when admirers asked with flattering unction, 
“ What means your costume, so superbly spick ?” 
Then, your dear name suggesting this conjunction, 
I answered, “ Benedick !”’} 


0. §. 








THE CROWNMENT. 
(By Mr. Punch’s own Special French Correspondent.) 


VERY DEAR AND HONOURED ConBROTHER,—Me there then 
arrived at last to the great day aim of so many hopes 
and prayers. What of times I have said me, “Jules 
Millefois, my old, that night you must not sleep on the 
two ears. The thing is grave. It goes there of the honour 
of the French nation. Courage, my friend! With a little 





of courage you will arrive to lift yourself of good hour and 
the rest will be easy.” Mr. Bolus, his wife and his girl all 
promise to help. They do not go themselves, but they are 
excited on my count. The bonne-d-towt-faire is equalmently 
excited.. She swear she will wake me at 5 hours of the 
morning. Mr. Bolus, too, he swear he will wake me at that 
hour. He say, “Sleep in peace; I will wake you.” I say 
him, “ Foi de quincaillier, n’est-ce-pas ?”" He say, “ What's 
that?” and I to reply him, with a smile fine and narquois, 
“ Faith of an ironmonger.” He regard me a little across 
and he say, ‘“ What’s the matter with my face anyhow ?” 
I say, “ I have not made allusion to your face, my friend,” 
and I try to explique to him the difference between face 
and faith, but it appear I do not pronounce well the words, 
and he becomes of more in more angry. But at the end 
Miss Bolus arrive when I was on the point of lashing a 
live word, and she say, “ Don’t be silly, Papa,” and she ex- 
plique my words to him. Then he begin to twist himself of 
laughing, and I laugh and Miss Bolus laugh, and there is the 
thing raccommoded. I go to bed not without emotion, but 
with much of confiance. 

At five hours of the morning precise, rassemblement of all 
the family Bolus at the door of my room. They bat on the 
door ; the bonne-d-tout-faire bats also. . I awake myself in 
sursaut. How, it is already the hour? Thereover no 
doubt. All the clocks of Putney are awake and signal the 
hour with all their force. I jump in. base of my bed. 
“Thank you, my friends,” I say, “1 will dress myself,” and 
with that I begin to make my little end of toilet. At five 
hours and a half I have drunk tise excellent coffee of Bolus. 
I make my goodbyes, and me there departed with a little 
flacon of eau-de-vie and a paquet of sandwiches, the gift of 
Miss Bolus. 

I march on foot. At first in Putney no crowd, but in 
approaching of London itself the streets begin to fill them- 
selves with a crowd always increasing. Always more and 
more automobiles and omnibuses and thousands cn foot 
like me. Here and there I hear the sound of clairons. It 
is the regiments who put themselves on route. I see one 
and that makes me much emotion, for I also I have been 
soldier. They are grand gaillards solidmently built, to the 
bonnets of fur, grenadiers of the guard. I cannot empesh 
myself of crying with high voice, “ Vive l'armée anglaise !” 
The Colonel to horse smiles and salutes me; a gross 
sergeant gives me a clin of eye, and a passant taps me on 
the shoulder and say, “ Vive l’ontonty cordialy!” I hear 
not but that everywhere. 

At seven hours I am in my seat in Pall Mall. I arrive 
there not without difficulty, but everywhere the policemens 
give themselves much pain-to aid me. Wonderful, the 
policemens. No superfiuous words, but everything quick 
and efficace; and for the women and the children they are 
like boats of sauvetage in the flood always increasing of 
the crowd. And the crowd itself which stations on the pave- 
ment pending hours, they are of a good humour to support 
everything; and constamently they amuse themselves with 
sallies and there they are who puff of laughter. I have 
not seen one sole angry visage the whole day. 

Quant to the Kixe and the QuEEN I born myself to say 
that I have seen them, and I dare to say it they are well 
worthy of the great nation of which they carry the crown. 
Others will tell you how they were acclaimed everywhere 
where they have passed in their golded carriage. For me 
the vast crowd and the frenetic huzzas, there was that 
which has overall impressioned me. 

Au revoir, then, dear colleg. Tomorrow I make my 
mails and return to Paris. I have still the heart all 
gonfled with the nob!e spectacle at which I have assisted. 

All to you, Jutes MiLverors. 
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AFTER THE REVELS. 


Mr. Asquirn. “GO EASY, ARTHUR, FOR A LITTLE; I’M A BIT OUT OF CONDITION.” 


Mr. Batrour. “SAME HERE.” 
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C425 Pearg 


Foreign Waiter (who has forgotten the right formula for the usual hint, ‘I am leaving you now, Sir,” to startled guest). ‘‘You WILL 
NEVYARE SEE ME NO MORE, SIR.” 








VICE UNREWARDED. 
(A Plaint of Modern Melodrama.) 


I know not how it was, but who can gauge 
The fickle people’s fondness for a pet ? 
You seemed to me, O man of blood and rage, 
To do your duty nobly when you set 
The hero trussed before a midnight train ; 
Was it your fault that he turned up again 
And found his old ancestral halls “ to let” ? 


I thought you pitched the business fairly strong, 
When poisoning the aged parson’s drink ; 
And when the heroine sang her little song 
(In blue) beside the river's daisied brink 
You wooed her far from gently (there you erred; 
Speaking with all due deference, I preferred 
Your former mistress in the low-necked pink). 


Still, I admired you for the gallant way 
You got your hold upon the girl’s papa; 
I liked your evening dress at broad noonday, 
Surmounted by a stylish Panama ; 
I liked it when, frustrated and o’erthrown, 
You ground your teeth like mills of standard stone ; 
And several times I heard you say, ‘“‘ Ha-ha!” 


But something, to the House’s keener eye, 
Of downright dastardy you seemed to miss ; 
Was it your boots, perchance, or else your tie ? 
None can explain it; all I know is this, 








— 





That, when at last, the poignant drama done, 
You craved your guerdon of the gods, you won 
Hardly the meed of one melodious hiss. 


You must buck up, old boy, and mend that flaw— 
You who in other years were wont to grease 
Your face with perfect confidence and draw, 
Soon as (Act V.) the pitiless police 
Had clapped on you the “darbies” and had stopped 
The county wedding till the grooms were swopped, 
Encomiums like the noise of angry geese. 


Pile on the agony, enhance that scowl ; 
Forge me another cheque ; destroy by flame 
More marriage lines ; commit more murder foul ; 
Else out of pity for a part so tame, 
A rogue so innocent, some awful night 
The Olympians, from their orange-scented height, 
Shall clap you—to your everlasting shame. 
Evog. 








‘*The Governor-General in Council is pleased to direct that wines and | 


spirits and English of being obtained in India shall me purchased 
hospitals in India shall be purchased in India, instead of being obtained 
in India shall be purchased in India, instead hospitals by indent on 
the' Director-General of Stores.”—Zhe Englishman. 


As The Daily Mail suggested years ago. 





**Hiawatha, Tennyson's poem, was illustrated in a series of Leautiful 
pictures.” —Jreland's Saturday Night. 


In LoneareLtow’s words, ‘‘ Someone has blundered.” 
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Caledonian. ‘‘BIDE YOU THERE, WUMMAN, AN’ I’LL JUIST SEE WHAT’LL BE THE CHAIRGE 
WI'00T THE BA-AND.” 








Plain cooking. Absolute quiet guaran- 
teed. For inclusive terms apply to the 
Manager. 


AFTERMATH. 


Wantep known that the Churches 
of St. Mary-le-Strand and St. Clement| To Americans RETURNING TO THE 
Danes have now been handed back,|Srates.—The Blue Moon Company 
more or less intact, to the Church of|beg to announce that they will offer 
England. by Auction next’ Monday the only 

A Member of the Nobility,returning| remaining first-class berth on the 
to the backwoods, has no further use| §.S. “ Bunuionic,” sailing from Liver- 
for silver-gilt coronet (ball-bearings, | pool on July 15th. A few stoke-hole 
make lovely épergne); also set of | berths left at 120 guineas each. 
scarlet robes, edged miniver. Would| Ir the lady who on June 23rd, oppo- 
exchange for air-gun or anything useful. | site Bedford Street, Strand, left little 
What offers ? \baby girl for few minutes with young 

Rest-Cure.— Those with nerves | gentleman, brown suit and straw hat, 
shattered through the strain of Corona- | will call at 137, Orphanage Lane, 8. W., 
tion week can find a happy home of she can remove the infant; otherwise 
rest at Sahara View Hotel, Timbuctoo. it will be sold to defray expenses. 








To BE CLEARED IMMEDIATELY.— 
200,000 Coronation handkerchiefs on 
real tissue paper, with speaking like- 
nesses of Their Majesties, handsomely 
printed in colours from specially painted 
portraits by Mr. Aldgate East, R.A.; 
ornamental borders. 2d. per 1,000. 

Savi Hoter, EMBaNkKMENT.—Plen- 
ty of first-class rooms can now be had 
at moderate prices; close to best 
theatres. Freak supper-rooms on hire. 

ALL those anxious to let windows 
overlooking the Strand for the Lord 
Mayor’s Show on November 9th, 
should apply to Welsher and Welsher, 
who were successful in letting every 
seat entrusted to their Agency for the 
Coronation—many of them twice over. 





THE LITTLE GHOST. 


Broap, high yew hedges flank the 
flowers, and border 
An old, smooth lawn where, fashioned 
grimly stiff, 
Two knights— in close-clipped box— 
keep ancient order, 
O’er shaven dragon, hound and 
hippogriff ; 
And there, 
When the June air 
At dusk is cool and fair, 
And the great roses strengthen on their 
stalks, 
Down the long path, beset 
With heaven-scented, haunting 
mignonette, 
The gardeners say, 
A little grey 
Ghost-lady walks! 


I haven’t seen her, haven’t hcard her 
legend, 
Pale little shade, only the rumour tells 
That ’tis her wont to wander to the 
hedge-end, 
And vanish near the Canterbury 
Bells; 
And so 
I do not know 
What sends her to and fro— 
Murder, may be, or broken heart, or 
gold 
I like to fancy most 
That she is just some little lady’s 
ghost 
Who loved her flowers 
And quiet hours 
In Junes of old! 








**The King and Queen are in London for the 
Coronation.” —Daily Mail. 


Good. We expected it of them. 





Better and Better. 
** Failing fruit to quench the thirst, nothing 
is better than lemon and glycerine lozenges, or 
black currant lozences ; and better than either, 





lime and glycerine lozenges.”—Daily Mail. 














ee R TTT 


8 























——————— 


June 28, 1911.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 











A FORLORN HOPE. 


Dear Mr. Punch,—I write to you this 
letter, 
And earnestly petition you to read, 
Mark, learn, etc. ; in fact, you’d better, 
Or, roused to fury, I shall have your 
bleed. 
Having got this, by way of preface, said, 
I'll go ahead. 


Two times a twelvemonth (i.e. twice 
per annum) 
You publish all the names of your 
elect, 
Names which inflate the breasts of 
those who scan ’em 
With sentiments of most profound 
respect ; 
You print, in short, a list of wits and 
sages 
Who fill your pages. 


Need I unfold in words my grand am- 
bition ? 
I want to see my name enshrined 
there too; 
Before I go to (probably) perdition 
I want to join those highly-honoured 
few; 


always go ; 
And spoil the show. 


You'd break a ¢o2t’s heart to fragments 
if he 
Were weak in that respect. Of course 
I grant 
You never are contemptuous or sniffy, 
But just wrong-headed, hard as 
adamant, 
Dense, obstinate, with never nous enough 
To take my stuff. 


I own that your refusals, Charivari, 
Are couched in language courteous 
and kind, 
Especially the brief epistolary 
Remarks which sometimes soothe 
one’s ruffled mind. 
Still, these collected yearly by the 
score 
Become a bore, 


| This is your last chance in the present 
Vol., so 
Print this, I beg of you, and get it 
done. 
I'll thank you heartily, and promise 
also 
Your circulation shall increase by 
one 
(You won’t, I know; I feel it in my 
bones). 
Yours, J. J. Jones. 





“Then grasp that heavy scepter in thy hand, 
And set upon thy brows that heavy orb.” 
Century Magazine. 
An extract from Mr. SrePHEN PHILuirs’ 
loyal ode to Cinquevalli the Fifth. 











But then, you know, old man, you} 
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Passing Horse-bus Conductor (maliciously, to Driver of Motor-bus who has just smashed a Cart). 
‘ERE YER ARE, TUPPENCE ALL THE WAY TO Bow STREET.” 








The great day came, and the bride 
in her white Je-ne-sais-quoi looked 
charming, the bridegroom pale but 
prepared, and the parson much as 
usual. With the help of a little stage- 
management from a discreet curate we 
succeeded, at the appointed time, in 
gagement as “ this regrettable entangle- | being at the chancel steps; the bride’s 
ment,” and, when he asked me to be! father, the bride, Price and myself, in 
his Best Man, he took care to write| the customary formation. 
that “a lady having proposed marriage; “ Wilt thou have this woman to thy 
to him and having shown no signs of | wedded wife?” asked the parson of 
relenting, he supposed it was up to him | Price, and I thought for a second that 

| 


THE CYNIC AT THE ALTAR. 


Price is really quite an ordinary, 
primitive sort of person at heart, but 
he has a reputation amongst us for 
unconventional ideas and a decadent 
point of view. He referred to his en- 





to put in an appearance at the church,|he was going to seize his opportunity 
and to go through the solemn farce; and make his great remark then. But 
of giving his formal consent to her|no; he merely, as he would have 
autocratic designs.” I agreed willingly, | himself described it, politely acquiesced. 
for we all felt that Price, when he was| “ Wilt thou have this man to thy 
married, would have to give up saying | wedded husband ?” asked the parson 
that sort of thing, and therefore one|of the bride. ‘I will,” said she. 

of us ought to be near by to take a| “Ah!” whispered Price in my ear, 
note of his last utterance. “T was afraid she would.” 
































O.H.M.S. 


Tus is not in the least amusing. If 
anybody laughs about it, it will be in 
the worst taste. I appeal to my readers 
for their sympathy in this unhappy 
business. 

Very likely I shall be asked to retire 
from the Bar—a profession which I 
have followed, albeit without con- 
spicuous success, at least with dignity, 
these many years. 

My little daughter, Felicity, while 
she admits herself that she was the 
prime mover and principal performer 
in our mistaken enterprise, refuses 
point-blank to face the music with me. 

“T cannot go to gaol with you, 
Papa,” she says. 

“You will look very pretty in the 
dock,” I reply, to tempt her. 

“T have nothing to wear,” she says, 
‘‘and, besides, there is that children’s 
dance on next week. I will come to 
your cell each day; Papa, and bring you 
strawberries and things.” 

The above conversation has just ter- 
minated as I take up my quill to write 
and thus relieve the bitterness of my 
mind. 

I think, perhaps, the ultimate re- 
sponsibility rests with her uncle, who 
took her to see the launch of a Dread- 
nought, or some such craft, whereat a 
lady of title performed the christening 
ceremony—a foolish proceeding which 
appears to have made an impression on 
my little girl’s mind. It seems that a 
bottle of champagne is broken upon 
the bows on such occasions—a most 
reprehensible waste of my favourite 
beverage. 

It was one morning last week that 
I was seated in my study, which con- 
tains some fine examples of the art 
nouveau style of furniture, when my 
daughter burst suddenly through the 
door, with the flush of the June morn- 
ing on her pretty fair cheeks. 

‘Where are your manners, Felicity?” 
I asked. 

“Write a letter, Papa,” she cried, 
“quick, quick—write a letter.” 

“Certainly not, my child,” said I; “I 
have no wish to write a letter. I wrote 
one last year and never got an answer.” 

“ But you’re writing one now,” she 
said; ‘send that.”’ 

“This, my child, is a poem for Punch.” 

“Well, that will do,” she said. “I 
must go and get the flowers.’’ And she 
departed without further explanation. 

Marvelling greatly, I folded it into 
an envelope. It has not hitherto been 
my custom to send flowers with my 
contributions. Perhaps that is the 
reason they are never accepted. It 
struck me that my little girl had very 
original ideas. 


PUNCH, 
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I had scarcely addressed the en- 
velope when Felicity returned with a 
mass of roses stolen from the drawing- 
room, a large bottle of blue-black ink, 
and a Post-office Directory, handsomely 
bound in red. 

Up to this point—except, perhaps, 
in trying to write a poem for Punch— 
I had behaved in an entirely rational 
manner. It was when, after accepting 
the above articles from my daughter’s 
hands, I obeyed her request to follow 
her down the carriage drive, that I was 
too easily led and found myself event- 
ually within jeopardy of legal process. 

My mind was filled with doubts at 
the time as to the wisdom of the per- 
formance, but explain it how you will 
the fact remains that I fell in with 
Felicity's wishes and followed her 
through the lodge gates into the high- 
way. 

There a strange and unexpected 
sight met my eyes. Where but yester- 
day had been a barren side-walk, there 
had arisen in the night an object 
familiar enough in itself, but strange 
in its sudden apparition. A brand-new 
pillar-box stood before me. It shone 
in the sunlight. 

“Isn't he a dear?” said Felicity. 
“Look at his mouth. I think he has 
the darlingest expression.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “it is really a very 
fine specimen. Was it this you brought 
me out to see?” 

Thereupon she explained the situ- 
ation. It appeared that I was the 
Mayor of the town, and that she was 
Lady Felicity Postle-Lauder, who had 
graciously consented to christen the 
pillar-box and post the first letter. 

It struck me at the time that it was 
a foolish proceeding, but not wishing 
| to disappoint my daughter I consented, 
and together we decorated it with 
the roses. A small bunch Felicity 
retained and tied round the bottle 
of ink. 

When all the arrangements were 
completed, she spoke as follows :— 

“Mr. Mayor will now read the 
address.” 

“T regret,” I began, “that I have 
come completely unprepared with 
any 7 

“Out of the Directory,” she prompted, 
“it’s full of them.” 

I opened the book and began to read 
in a loud clear voice. 

“That is enough,” said Felicity 
presently ; ‘“‘now give me the letter.” 

My daughter assumed a majestic 
attitude before the flower-decked pillar- 
box, with the letter in one hand and 
the bottle of ink in the other. After a 
dramatic pause, she pushed the letter 
into its mouth and brought the bottle 











About two pints of blue-black ink 
streamed over its face. 

“T name thee ‘ Philip,’” she said. 

I felt that a few further words were 
expected from me and so I proceeded 
as follows: 

“Philip,” I said, “take up thy 
humble burden. A time will come, 
Philip, when thou wilt be a great and 
famous letter-box. I look into the 
future, Philip, and see “i 

“And see the postman coming,” broke 
in Felicity, who was looking up the 
road. 

Whereat the performance came to an 
abrupt conclusion, and we dispersed 
rapidly into the garden. 

“A beautiful ceremony,” said Felicity, 
sitting upon the arm of my study chair 
that evening, with her arms round my 
neck and her dimpled cheek held up 
for a good-night kiss. 

“ Yes,” Isaid. ‘The only thing that 
went wrong was “ 

“ What?” 

“T forgot to stamp the letter. I’m 
afraid it will be prejudicial to the suc- 
cess of my poem.” 

* * * * x 








The next morning an important- 
looking missive arrived upon the break- 
fast table. 

“ What is it?” asked Felicity, stop- 
ping with her porridge spoon in the 
air. 

“T think, probably,” I said, “I have 
been asked to join the staff of Punch.” 

“No. Impossible, Papa.”’ 

Then I opened it, and immediately 
all my appetite was taken away. It 
was an alarming letter from somebody 
“On His Majesty's Service,” and ran 
in this wise No, I will not give its 
contents. The subject is rather painful 
and sub judice. 








THE RUBBER BATH. 

I orten think that we might use it 
more if it were watertight. It is a 
twenty-seven inch bath, and it cost me 
thirteen-and-six. You can get them 
|up to thirty-six inches, but the large 
/ones are not to be recommended; they 
|are very difficult to control, and some- 
| times get quite out of hand. It shuts 
| up very neatly and goes into a bag, 
‘and it is important to remember that 
‘it should not be folded up wet. When 
|you open it out on the floor it looks 
/more or less like any other bath, only 
| wobbly. It appears to have no sort of 
‘fixed outline, if you understand me. 
| But as soon as you pour in the water 
it stiffens up all right. The real 
trouble begins when you try to empty 
it. You don’t learn how to do that 
|without a pretty careful education. 





idown with a crash upon its head.|The wrong way to do it is for two 
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people to get hold of it at once. My 
wife and I used to try that way, but 
we simply couldn’t work harmoniously 
together. Quite against our will the 
thing degenerated into a contest. I 
used to get into my oilskins, and my 
wife slipped on her mackintosh, and 
then we faced each other, one at each 
side, and took hold. We soon found 
that it wasn’t a question of strength 
or balance or knack; it all depended 
upon who could get the first grip. If 
you were half a second late you got a 
tremendous cascade about the ankles. 
For when it is in really good form it 
can throw the water six or eight feet 
across the room. 

Of course there is a way in which it 
can be lifted, if you get a throttle hold 
on it in four places at once. Then it 
becomes a mere bag, and a jolly 
unwieldy one at that. Perhaps the 
soundest method—though it takes 
longer—is just to bale it out and dry 
off with blotting-paper. 

I often think, as I said, that we 
might use it more if it were watertight. 
That is really its weak spot. I might 
have known at the beginning, but I was 
persuaded by the Scotchman. 

I bought it from a Scotchman in a 
little shop in Holborn. I made him 
give me a full demonstration of the 
working of it. He put it on the floor 
and filled it, showing the admirable 
e‘fect of the stiffening-up process. He 
then went on to explain how it was 
emptied. He was in such a tearing 
hurry to get to this part of his expo- 
sition that he only allowed the water 
to remain in it for about ten seconds. 
I can see now that that was where he 
scored. Even as it was there remained 


on the oil-cloth where the bath had 
been. He tried to kick a rug over it, 
but I was too quick for him. 

“It’s not watertight,” I said bluntly, 
—TI am blunt sometimes. 

“Oo ay,” said he. ‘“She’s pairfitly 
watertight.” 

I pointed to the mark on the floor 
without a word. 

“ Hoots,” said he soothingly, “that’s 


moisture. It’s no damp.” 

“It escaped from the bath,” said I 
sternly. 

“ Escapit ?”’ said he. 

“ Leaked,” said I. 

“ Not at all,” he reassured me. “It’s 
a species o’ mist. Congealed, one 
micht say.” 


of it. 
“It’s the temperature o’ the floor. 





a beautiful circular patch of moisture | 





naething. It’s merely the naitural | 


| 


|tude had subsided, and there was a| 


| 
| 





“But how does that happen?” Ijin a railway compairtment? Wee 
asked, determined to get to the bottom | ye micht juist as weel say that was 
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Blood (in suburban shop, buying co'ton gloves for the costume of Mrs. Jarley). ‘‘NOT FOR 


WEAB IN THE PARK, YOU KNOW—WHatT?”’ 
Assistant. *‘ No, Stk; FOR EVENING WEAR, 


I PRESUME.” 





I put my hand on the counter where 
the sun struck, and had to admit that 


\it was warm. 


“Weel,” he said triumphantly, 
“that’s the way o’ it. Humeedity! 
Ye micht go so far as to say it was 
evaporation—in a sense.” 

“But I don’t see why the floor 
should be wet,” I maintained. 

The Scotchman sat down and began 
patiently to explain. His defiant atti- 


sweet reasonableness about his manner, 
as of one who is instructing a little 
child, 

“Did ye ever see a kind o’ mist or 
fog formed on the inside o’ a window 


—_ 


’ 


leakage frae the ootside as this. It’s 


an acceptit fact.” 


It = warm day, ye see. Pit yer hand! point out that as a non-conductor 
on that.” 


rubber was “ impairvious to suction,” 





He went on to| 


and I gave it up, paid my money and 
retired, the bath under my arm. 

We have given up using it. It 
wasn’t so much the room itself that 
|suffered, as the plaster of the ceiling 
below. I dare say we should not have 
used it much in any case. But they 
have gone up in price. I notice that 
the Scotchman is selling them at 
seventeen-and-nine now. I wonder if 
he would take mine back ? 








Coronation Latin. 
“Vivet Rex et Reaina,” said a 
‘stand in Waterloo Place. It is a 
| prophecy which all loyal hearts would 
wish fulfilled. Proset,as one might say. 








The Wastrels. 


‘* Afterwards the happy couple left for the 
moneymoon, which has been spent at Brighton.” 
| —Croydon Advertiser. 
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THE WAY OF A MAIO. 


Old Loyalist (who has allowed the “staff” to go to the procession to see the King and Queen). ‘‘ WELL, I HOPE YOU SAW THEM 


WELL, Mary?” 
** YEs, THANK YOU, MUM, THEY LOOKED LOVELY. 


THE ONE FROM OUR STREET AD ON A NEW TUNIC AND "IS MEDAL ALL SHINED UP.” 











“COMMEM.” 


Farr ladies, why don’t you direct us 
What hour you are coming from Town 

In the toilets that ravage the masculine pectus, 
The bonnets that knock a man down? 

Silky and summery flounces and flummery, 
Gossamer muslins and lawns, 

With the spring in your air and a rose in your hair 
And a step that is light as a fawn’s? 


Our Fellows, both clergy and laity, 
Leaving their sheltering oaks, 

In a rapture of light irresponsible gaiety 
Burst into flannels and jokes ; 

The Dean is canoeing, the Bursar is wooing, 
The Junior Proctor you'll find 

In a sumptuous punt with a damsel in front 
And a Bull-dog to push from behind. 


Ah, moist are our meadows, but moister 
My lip at the thought of it all! 
Soft ripple of dresses that flow in the cloister, 
Girl laughter that rings on the wall! 
But avaunt, trepidation! it’s time for the station ; 
I’m glad that my trousers are pressed ; 
For I think you'll arrive by the 4.45, 
And I want to be looking my best. 





SID BELGRABIT. 


(Sip Betcrasit, according to The Times, is the native member of the 
French Legation in Morocco. } 


From the earliest days when S. B. was a kid 
His name to the merest acquaintance was Srp, 
But, as he detests this familiar habit, 

Myself, I address him as Sipney Beterasir. 


At school he absorbed anything that was Greek, 

His Latin, however, was painfully weak ; 

He'd a way of pronouncing amabit, “ amabit ”— 
And his master would frequently censure BELGRaBIT. 


Our SipneEy’s no book-worm. He lives out-of-doors, 
He hits local bowling for sixes and fours, 

And when he’s exhausted by running he'll cab it 
Between the two creases, will Sipney Betarasirt. 


At Fez he is often seen fishing the stream 

For bream (though it happens there ain’t any bream), 
But once, it’s recorded, a very small dab bit 

His bait off the line, which encouraged Beterasir. 


In a final review of the things he has done, 

I must not omit his success with the gun. 
Shooting over the Moors, he can pick off his rabbit 
With quiet precision. Vive Sripney Bevcrasit! 
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“A TIGHT LITTLE ISLAND.” 


Britannia. “I’M SURE MY COSTUMIERS WANT ME TO LOOK MY BEST. BUT I HAVE 


A SORT OF FEELING THAT THIS THING MAY RATHER HAMPER MY SEA-LEGS.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


(EXTRACTED FroM THE Diary oF Tony, M.P.) 


House of Commons, Monday, June 19. 
—Taking our Parliament in sort of 
homeeopathic doses. Resumed last 
Tuesday after brief Whitsun holiday. 
To-morrow break up again for Coron- 
ation Recess; coming back next Mon- 
day bringing the Lords with us. Then 
or soon after will come the tug-o’-war. 

This intervening week has been one 
of exceeding dreariness, varied only by 
Luoyp GrEorGeE’s onslaught on critics 
of his financial policy who attribute to 
it not only recrudesence of overgrown 
blue-bottle flies in butchers’ shops but 
the collapse of Birkbeck Bank. Next 
week business will really begin. Decks 
have been cleared for action and shotted 
guns will be fired. The Lords, who 
have almost forgotten they passed 
LanspownE’s’ Reform Bill, which 
abolished time-honoured system of 
hereditary legislators, will go into 
Committee on that really substantial 
measure, the Parliament Bill. 

What Will They Do With It? is a 
question even Lord Lytton, having 
hereditary connection with the problem, 
is unable to answer. There remains 
nothing for us but to wait and see. 
What is.certain is that, after strictly 
limited period of waiting, we shall see 
far-reaching change in Constitution. 

Business done.—SaMvuEt on Tele- 
phone Transfer. 

Twesday.—Some talk of raising on 
Motion for Adjournment question of 
intention of Kitchen Committee in 
respect of future administration of 
their important department. Rumour 
has it that it is intended to introduce 
system of cooking in paper bags. Fact 
that experiments will first be tried on 
preparation of the shilling dinner much 
resented below Gangway. 

Report probably takes its origin 
from undeniable fact that CHAIRMAN 
oF KircHen CoMMITTEE was present 
at a luncheon specially cooked en 
papillot by M. Soyer, the rediscoverer 
of a submerged art. Too often is found 
a crumpled rose-leaf in the Sybarite’s 
bed. Questioned on his opinion of 
the feast, Mark Locxwoop, whilst 
admitting its general excellence, mur- 





AFTER THE NAVAL REVIEW. 


However well Statesmen may contrive to resume their normal civilian composure we fel 


sure that, if properly approached, they would confess to a joyous, irresistible, light-hearted, 
nautical abandon which it seems almost a pity to suppress. 











This was, however, an accidental 
failure in matter of detail. Experiment 
on the whole was such a success that 
our CHAIRMAN OF THE KitcHEN Com- 
MITTEE, ever devoted to the interests 
of his clientéle, has been personally 
conducting experiments with view to 
testing the suitability and desirability 
of adoption of the paper bag in the 
House of Commons’ kitchen. At a 
little luncheon he gave in his room 





murs at the memory of the lamb 
cutlet garnished with green peas. 

“The lamb,” he remarked, with the 
native shrewdness that stamps his deal- 
ing with loftier Parliamentary affairs, 
“was, I believe, a cut from the loin of 
a goat. As for the peas, they were so 


the filling of the shoes of a pilgrim on 


the mouth of an experienced Chairman 
of a Kitchen Committee.” 








yesterday, a steak cooked by his own 
| hands was much appreciated. Cousin 
| Huau, a gourmet of exceptionally pene- 
trating taste, discerned in it what he 
| described as “‘ a subtile House of Com- 
| mons flavour.” 

| Mark explained that, having used 


under-done they were more suitable for |up the last of his paper bags, he had 


|cooked the steak in a copy of the 


his way to Canterbury than for stuffing | Orders of the Day. 


| Business done.—Adjourned till after 
| Coronation. 








The Yellow Press. 

‘This anointing is known to have been the 
practice from Saxon days ; the Saxon Chronicle 
sa\s that Eglert, King of the Mexicans, was by 
the use of the holy oil ‘hallowed to king.’”’ 

Eastern Daily Press. 
We are afraid that The Saxon Chronicle 
was a little beforehand with the news 
of the discovery of America. 





‘* FALSE FRONT COLLAPSES, 
FivE MEN INJURED.” 
Me.bourne Herald. 


More victims of fashion. 





Early Closing. 

‘*It is proposed to close the Ashton Central 
Post Office at 9 a.m. instead of 10 p.m., as at 
present. The Ashton Town Council last night 
passed a resolution of protest.”—Manchesir 
Guardian. 


No wonder. 











.| boats. 








| and another one will shortly be added 
| as soon as the architects and experts 
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an PUNCH’S SUPPLEMENTS \worTH’s sonnet, written at a rather 


suspicious hour in the early morning. 
Tre River. It is notable also for a statue of 
Ir was a lucky chance, as the old | Boaprcga, at one end of it, qualifying for 
lady remarked, that set the Thames | St. Thomas’ Hospital, at the other end, 
flowing through London; for otherwise |by standing wholly without support 
those speculators who purchased the |in a chariot drawn by prancing horses. 
County Council steamers at a hun- 
dredth or even a thousandth part of Tea on THE TeRRace. 
their cost, only a year or so after they| This institution, which so pleasingly 
were built, would have had no such illustrates the growing amenity of 
bargains; nor would the sea-gulls that | political life and the temperance of 
in the winter time crowd about Black- | our times, was started by Mr. Ketrtte, 
friars Bridge obtain anything like such |M.P., and Mr. Horyian, late M.P. 
good nourishment as now. for Chelsea. Or it would be more 
The Thames may be divided for correct to say that they revived it, 
purposes of study into two sections— |since there is evidence that gunpowder 
the river below, say, Hammersmith |tea was first introduced at the Houses 
Bridge, and the river above it. Be!ow, it 'of Parliament by the late Guiro Faux. 





adherents. On the other hand, a few 
friends of the Butterfly, remembering 
certain gleams of originatity in his talk 
and behaviour, cannot but hope that he 
did not learn quite everything he knew 
from his youthful associate. Anyhow, 
between them they gave the river at 
Chelsea a huge advertisement. 


Tue Boat-RAce. 


Once a year the Thames from Putney 
to Mortlake is given up to the inter- 
University boat-race between Oxford 
and Cambridge. As the athletes who 
have taken part in thes2 contests in 
the past have all achieved distinction 
either as Judges, Bishops or Stock- 
brokers, the popularity of the insti- 
tution may be readily imagined. The 





belongs to commerce; 

above, to pleasure. 

Below, it may be called ()/ at A Wh 
Wl Yad ty Hf 
. — ea 


docks ; above, locks. 

It is the lower part to 770 
which Mr. Joun Burns lla { 
was referring when he if] it 
epigrammatically des- 

cribed the Thames as 
“liquid history.” For 
that is what it is— 
liquid history. One has 
but to look at or even 
fall into it to know that 
it is liquid; while, as for 
history, are not the 
Tower and the Houses 
of Parliament on one 
bank, and Battersea 
Park and The Leander 
Club on the other ? 





BripGEs. 


If it were not for the 
bridges that span this 
noble stream it is con- 
jectured that Middlesex 








‘* WoT pip THE LyDy SAY TO YER W'EN YER TOOK IT IN?” 
** NoTHINK.” 

‘*Was THAT ALL SHE SAID?” 
**Yus, EVERYTHINK.” 


fact that the race is 
always rowed on the 
Thames has, of course, 
placed the Cantabs at a 
decided disadvantage. 
The first mention of 
sliding seats is to be 
found in the poet 
SPENSER, who speaks 
of the “silver sliding 
Thames,” though some 
critics see in the word 
“sliding” a reference 
to the great frost in 
1515, when the Thames 
was frozen overand oxen 
were roasted whole on 
its surface. The prac- 
tice of roasting oxen 
partially was given up 
at an earlier date, in 
deference to humani- 
tarian protests. 


Bovutter’s Lock. 


The original Boulter 
who gave his name to 








and Surrey would either 
never meet or would have to cross in 
But as it is they mix freely with 
each other, thanks to this great boon. 
The bridges of London are numerous, 


Ceylon, Assam, India and China tea} 
are all provided; and we understand 
that a very remarkable report has been 
made on the relation between the 
amount of tannin in the tea consumed 
and the political views of the consumer. 
It is worthy of note that the reporters 
of the Radical papers generally charge 
their fountain pens with cocoa nibs. 


have finished wrangling over its 
position and the exact amount of St. 
Paul's Cathedral which those who 
cross it from south to north are to see 


in their progress CHELSEA AND BATTERSEA. 
gress. 


‘ this famous Sunday re- 
sort was the great opponent of the 
system of chewing each mouthful of 
food thirty or more times. In his dis- 
like of this practice he went to the 
opposite extreme: hence his name. 


Sport. 

Within the memory of many living 
Londoners excellent sport was enjoyed 
on the banks of the great metropolitan 
waterway. Badgers nested in Pimlico 




















Of those already in existence the 
Tower Bridge is at once the lowest 
and the loftiest. There is no bridge 
between that and the open and often 
exceedingly unquiet sea. Just below 
the Tower Bridge is the Pool of London, 
where old Father Thames has his 
clothes made; and then come the 
docks. London Bridge is famous for 
having once had houses on it. West- 
minster Bridge for the poet Worps- 





These two riverside townships one|as late as the year 1866, and snipe 
on either side of the Thames were dis-| were shot in Battersea fields by Mr. 
covered, as picturesque spots, either by| Jonn Burns at a much later date. 
the late J. McNemn WuistLer or Mr.| Buzzards were also a common sight, 
Watrer Greaves. No one knows for | but the last migrated to Oxford Street 
certain; but very strong opinions are|a few years ago. The river itself was 
held. The idea that WuisTLER could| formerly stocked with a profusion of 
have discerned any beauty for himself! nutritious fish, but no salmon have 
or, unaided, have hit upon the idea|been caught in the London district 
of the nocturne is so grotesque that| since the splendid specimen captured 
naturally the Greaves party has many |a few years ago by Mr. GLUCKSTEIN. 
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‘But DON’T YOU FIND IT A BIT DULL HERE?” 


“Dutt Is IT? 
HERE WATCHIN’ THE THRAINS GO BY.” 


‘* AND HOW MANY TRAINS ARE THERE A DAY?” 





Divit A BIT, SoRR; SURE A RAISONABLE MAN CAN FIND ALL THE HEIGHTH OF DIVARSHUN JUST SITTIN’ 


‘‘JusT THE WAN, Sorr.” 








OUR BOOKING OFFICE. 


(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


I RECOMMEND to your particular notice a collection of 
stories under the title of Members of the Family (Mac- 
MILLAN). Even if they were not from the pen that wrote 
The Virginian, I would none the less heartily commend 
them. Mr. Owen WisTER does not and, I think, could not 
claim to be a deep psychologist or a subtle analyst of human 
motives; like many other Americans, he is in that business 
frankly sentimental and not often correct. But his imagin- 
ation and the creatures of it are a positive delight: his 
sense of atmosphere is perfect ; his style is so effortless and 
unlaboured as to lead you to believe that writing books is 
a matter of the greatest ease: and his “In the Back” is as 
good as the best of Rupyarp Kirrine or Bret Harte or 


art of the Short Story. He tells us of the untamed West, 
the Cowboy, the Tenderfoot, the Indian, and in particular of 
Scipio, the undaunted, undefeated and incomparable Scipio 
Le Moyne. Herein is my only quarrel with the clever 
illustrations of Mr. H. T. Dunn. The Scipio of his 
picture is an excellent individual, but not my idea of that 
humorous vagabond. I doubt if he (or any other of Mr. 
Wister’s people) is capable of being illustrated. They do 
not belong to this cold and unpractical world. They are a 
delicious race apart, not born to be criticised but created 
to be ’.aghed with and loved. The author in his preface 








asks if we will forgive him a preamble of gossip, of retro- 
spection. For my part, I will forgive him anything 
provided he never allows me to forget him, 





Dr. FarquHarson, having retired from Parliament with 
the well-earned guerdon of a Privy Councillorship, a dis- 
tinction that satisfied the desire alike of Sir Ropert PEEL 
and Mr. GuapsTong, has written some memories of his life 
In and Out of Parliament (Witu1ams and Noreate). The 
story opens with chapters descriptive of life in Edinburgh, 
with the Guards, with whom he served a3 Medical Officer, 
at Rugby under Trempxe, and of social life in his native 
county, Aberdeenshire, which he represented at Westminster 
for twenty-six years. These last comprise a momentous 
epoch compared with which our present prosaic Parliament, 
albeit engaged upon what is described as revolutionary 


whatever writer of English you regard as the master of the} procedure, is as water unto wine. The Member for West 


Aberdeenshire did not také prominent or persistent 
part in debate. But he was in constant attend- 
ance, and when he interposed was listened to with 
that attention the House reserves for special favourites. 
If a fault may be hinted at in a book full of charm it is 
that it is a little monotonously good-natured. To the 
genial Doctor everyone is the best of good fellows, living 
in the very best of worlds. It must be said that the 
sentiment was reciprocated, every section and party 
delighting in the Doctor. The book contains several por- 
traits, some reproduced from these pages. The most 
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striking is a photograph labelled “The Doctor Speaking |(ArNoxD) ever felt weighted by their frequent tragedies, 


at Finzean.” 
land garb always 
headed, with hand 
The peculiarity of 


by a single figure partly obscured behind an empty 


chair. The gene 


animated orator and a vanished audience, apparently 
, swept out of .the 
falling from the lips of the Hon. Member. 


For my part, whenever nowadays I see the name of 
Mr. Georce A. Birmincuam on a title-page, I already begin 
to chuckle, knowing that I shall certainly have to do so 
before I have read half a chapter, though with quite a 


possibility that at 
that there was not 


The orator is presented in the High- 


worn among his own people. Bare- 
outstretched, he addresses the throng. 
the situation is that it is represented 


val effect is almost uncanny—the 


garden by the torrent of eloquence |hopes that alone breed action. 





. : jof self-conscious sentimentalism, but 
the end I shall look back and reflect | 


criticism and some tentative, wise suggestions. 





much to laugh at) 
in the thing after | 
all. This is exactly | 
what has happened | 
in the present in- 
stance—only alittle | 
more so. You re- 
member, of course, | 
the quaint persons 
who lived at Bally- 
moy—Major Kent, | 
and the managing 
curate J.J. Meldon, | 


and the rest of | 
them ? Naturally | 
you do. Well, in| 


their latest story,| 


| Major Kent heard 





| 
| 


L 


that an unknown} 
niece was to spend | 
six weeks with him, 
and after J. J. has| 
prepared the in- 
habitants of Bally- 
moy for a fashion- | 
able beauty there 
arrives a grubby 
but attractive 
little tomboy of 
ten, who chases 
the major’s colts, 
pirates his yacht, 
and generally 


} 
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BEYOND THE PALE. 
Jones. **I say, I HEARD AN AWFULLY FUNNY THING THE OTHER DAY.” (Proceeds to recite 
mild and mildewed chestnut at great length.) 
Jim. “An! THAT REMINDS ME OF A MAN I ONCE MET IN NYASALAND.” 
Jones (without interest). ‘‘ WAT ABOUT HIM?” 
Jim. *“‘Ou, NOTHING ; ONLY HE'D NEVER HEARD THAT STORY OF YOURS BEFORE.” 








shadowed by their long, gray days, and more than a little 
battered by their strident pleasures and the poignant 
odours of their refreshments, there is no trace of it in this 
finely sympathetic record of adventure on the Surrey side. 
'There is, indeed, a sane and all but jolly optimism, be- 
gotten not of complacont ignorance but of knowledge 
hard-won and at first-hand. Of such come the chivalrous 
Not much scope, of course, 
for direct humour in a theme of which the text is—“ the 
blight which kills half a garden’s roses surely spoils the 
rest”; but, as in the life this chronicle describes, so here 
there is laughter to set against the tears, and there are the 
kindling virtues of courage, pity and love; not a touch 


shrewd strokes of 
A work 
most emphatically 
for the book-lists 
of the Agenda Club. 


The Ireland of 
Where the Sham- 
rock Grows (Mur- 
RAY AND EVENDEN) 
is the Ireland of 
to-day. The “rale 
ould shtock” have 
emigrated or disap- 
peared or deterio- 
rated, and their 
place has been 
taken by prosper- 
ous tradesmen, at- 
torneys and squir- 
eens. As for the 
squireen, Mr. 
GrorGE H. Jessop 
gives us a very 
graphic description 
of him through the 
mouth of Larry, 
an old retainer of 
the Caleb Balder- 


stone type:—“A 
Squireen’s not a 
gintleman — not 


but what he dresses 
like one; an’ he’s 
not a farmer—not 
but what he talks 


makes things so lively that before a week is out her mother | like one; he has more impidence nor an attorney an’ less 


has to be wired for 


from Vienna to remove her. That, 1’ manners nor a chimney sweep.” 


It is characteristic of 


give you my word, is the entire plot of The Major's Niece| the book that even the heroine owes her fortune—and her 
(Smrrx, Exper). Had it been written by anyone else, I isolation—to whisky. On the other hand, we have for hero 
would not have done him or her the injustice of telling an Irishman of good family who has taken to journalism 
it all to you in this bare fashion; but, knowing Mr. |in California and returns home to straighten out the affairs 
BirmIncHAm's peculiar gift, you can imagine, and will | of his sister-in-law and nephew. [Everybody takes it for 
certainly want to enjoy for yourself, the riot of fun that! granted that he is a millionaire, and when the heroine 
he cveates out of such slender material. Still, I have not! discovers the truth she writes him down most unjustly as 
hidden my feeling that there might have been a little a fortune-hunter. The author's style is at times old- 
more in the intrigue with advantage to the tale (I was | fashioned—modern young men do not call ladies on horse- 
dsappointed, for example, when the visit of the Lord- back “fair equestriennes "—and his treatment recalls the 
Lieutenant passed off so quietly, quite against what up| manner of Lever, though it lacks the high animal spirits 
to the last moment had been my pleased anticipation) ;!of Lever’s early novels. The dreadful squireen, Mat 
but the fact that, even so, it was never boring serves to ' O'Hara, dominates three-fourths of the book, and his violent 
increase my admiration for its author. end only increases his prominence. Ireland, as depicted by 
Mr. Jessop, is, we fear, ‘a grand country to live out of. 

If Mr. ALeExaNDER*Paterson during his self-chosen | But, though his novel cannot be pronounced exhilarating, 1t 
tenement life among his griends Across the Bridges! is pleasantly written and deserves better paper and binding. 
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BERNARD Partripce- 


Mr. Punch is discovered at his ease, conversing lightly in hexameters with his friend Summer. 


Scene.—Out of it. Time—Afterwards. 


Mr. Puncna. 


So it is over at last—the thousand and one preparations; 

Seats, and the booking of seats, and the renting of ruinous windows; 
Seating for two in the Mall, with sherry and biscuits included, 
Changed on the same afternoon to four in the Strand for the Friday. 


SuMMER 


Here in the country is rest, long rest for the worn and the weary— 

Rest for the weary who watched from a full-sized window in Whitehall ; 
Rest for the weary who started from Mitcham at three in the morning, 
Etood in the gutter for hours, and returned to their Mitcham at midnight. 


Mr. Puncn. 


So it is over at last—the tumult, the cheers and the shouting, 
Tired is the ultimate rocket and banged the last of the crackers, 
Down to its smouldering depths is burnt the biggest of bonfires, 
Broke is the lustiest voice with singing the National Anthem. 


SuMMER. 


Here in the country is rest—and an absence of ha’penny papers 

Painting the “ Crowds on the Route ” and the “ Scene in Westminster Abbey”; 
Nothing, in fact, to recall the Tremendous Event which is over— 

Saving the children’s mugs and the Pump unveiled by the Vicar. 


Mr. Puncu. 


Well, it is over—and now, suppose we distribute the prizes. 
Who has contributed most in support of this wonderful season ? 
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SuMMER. 





Why not Ter Masesties ? 





Mr. Puncu, 


True. But that may be taken for granted. 
Modesty also prevents my suggesting an eminent person 
Famed for his wisdom and wit as shown ev'ry week on a Wednesday. 
Leaving them out I should say that—in spite of the plaints of the farmers— 
Most of our happiness, Summer, my dear, has been due to the weather. 


SuMMER. 


What I have done I have done, not looking for thanks from the farmers; 
Wholly at times like these my thoughts are fixed upon London. 
Lo, my breezes have played on the fair green valleys of Maida; 
Deep in the heart of St. John’s dense thickets my radiance entered ; 
Up to my dark blue vault the peaks of Notting have pointed, 

Near where the rippling waters of Bays have smiled in my sunlight. 


Mr. Puncu. 


Yes, and what thanks do you get? What comments appear in the papors ? 
** Hints upon how to keep cool in the present unbearable heat-wave.”’ 

So let me offer you mine: my thanks for the sun you have sent us; 

Also this trifle, a light little thing of my own composition— 
Partly by way of reward and partly as bribe for the future. 


SuMMER. 
Surely you don’t mean to say it’s your 





Mr. Punca. 





Madam, I see that you’ve guessed it. 
Take, if you please, with my love my i 


One Hundred and Fortieth Volume. 
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PARTRIDGE, BERNARD. 
After the Potsdam Overt 
All in due Course .. 
Arming of the King 
C oronation Year. 


(The) 


Doctor (The) 

Heritage (The) 

King ighway (The) 7 
La Belle Alliance aa 
Late Again .... 
Little-Navy Exhibit ( A). 
Master of the Situation 
New Profession (The) 
Old Order Changing (The 








ARMITAGE, G. W. 
“Commem” 

| ATKEY, BERTRAM. 

| Little Hen (The 

| A’BEcKETT, P. 

| 

! 


UTE 2.20 


) ceccccce 


ee ee 


47 


- 101 


415 


) ccccccce 265 


Patent Military Hat Trunk (The).. 329 


Basurorp, H. H 
Glorious First (The) 
Bretuerton, C. H. 
Cocktail Colloquies .... 
London Lyre (A) ...... 
To Methuselah 
Booru, J. L. C. 
| New School of War (The) 
Brex, J. 
Half-years with the best 


Studies in the Higher Jo 

Yiddish for Politicians. . 
CAMPBELL, GERALD. 
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. 448 


.. 396, 446, 


Authors... 


urnalism . 


834, 469, 


458 
479 
190 


176 


Mr. Punch’s Academy Notes ...... 356 
Mr. Punch’s Medical Notes 


36, 108. 144, 27 


490 


Simple Shepherd (The)............ 46 

Carrick, HARTLEY. 
 eroeroetaaben tee ee 2 
Home from Home (A) ......... ee = 
Last Illusion (The) .............. 
EID hk owrannecandacsstccene 291 

CuHatmeEns, P. R. 
SPEED eeiiidie cnineeedens 392 
PMR a incckicbadede veneaen 334 
Caller (The) .......... 370 
SONGS: (TBA). 6.65030 cvesescece 402 
Ree 231 
Patie ce ona Weir .............. 4838 
To a Débutante . 490 
Toa Terrier .... 53 
To the Perennial Rabbit .......... 93 
Tropical Bird Book eer 152 
cone |, Oe See 31 
Urban Eclogue (An) ...........00. 444 

Davy, H. N. 

| Oratcr to his Tub (The) ......... » I 











=~ . 
SH)" 
‘S| il Ali 


PARTRIDGE, BERNARD. 


Perfect “Sitter” (A)..........---. 191 
Preambulator (The) . cocsccee & 
Putting a Good Face 0. iv . 245 
Quid pro Quo ........ Sescocen Saw 
Resignation .....cc00..00 jane oe 
Rt. Hon. Caligula (The) 805 
Stiffening their Necks .... 155 
Tale of Two Parliaments (A) . 173 


Cartoons. 


RaveEn-Hi1, L. 


Bringing down the Hou 


Campbells are Going (T 





Thorns in the Woolsack .......... 344 
“Tight Little Island (A)” ........ 493 
Victoriae - Ars - Victr:x.......... 365 
RavEn-Hi1, L. 
After the Revels ......-ssseeeees 502 
Arti 
| De Hamet, H. G. 
False Step (The)........-+e+eeee8 - 188 | 
Greatest Little Lion CEE) ciccveee 92 
Oversight (The) ........---+se+0+. 264 
Recognition (The) ..........+++0-+ 250 
Dennis, E. M. 
| Ingratitude of Edwin(The) ...... 371 
CRESWELL, BULKELEY 
Footer Mart (The) ..........+++++- 135 
| ECKERSLEY, A. 
London Episodes ..........-.++-- 456 
Our Booking-Office 18, 54, 72, 90, 
126, 162, 180, 198, 254, :14, 353, 34, 
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Men with a Future ........-.-++- 292 
Smart Set (The) ........:-eeeeeeee 275 
EMANUEL, WALTER. 
Battle of London (The) ........-- 81 
Celebbity (The) .........ccceesees 240 
Charivaria, . .......cccceeese (we ay) 
Daring Rescue in the City 
Fire-Arms Danger (The) .....---++ 
Fay, Sraney J. 
Cynic’ s Tragedy (The) .........--- 261 
Daily Evening'’s Prize Coronation 
Ode (The) ........cccececececees 437 
Election Sequels .......+-+ee+-+s 106 
Mr. Punch’s Literary Advts... 239, 363 
Pastures New ........+-seeeeeeees 390 
Penelope's Story ......eeeeeeeees 269 
Sally Slugabed  ........ceeeseeeee 189 
To a Vanished Villain ........---- 55 
Fisu, Buair. 
Artin the Bathroom .......-- coe OS 
Coronation Complaint (A) .....- . 333 
Devilry or Disease? ......+.-+++++ 179 
Feline Influenza (The) ... 217 
House on Holiday (The) ecese 224 
More M.C.C. Laws ......- .. 348 
Sensational Winkle Case ‘The) .. coos 282 
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Loyalty Up-to-date ........se+e+5 244 
GaRVEY, INA. 
Blanche’s Letters ........ 204, 300, 438 


Another Declaration of London .. 
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93 
Arrested Development............ 219 
Bitter Cry of the Undesirable onto B.. 

357 


Delight of Battle with his Peers .. 237 
Exile Supplanted (The) -ee 89 
Free Hand (A) ... oo Or 
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Diva's First Break-down (The a seve 399 
First Impressions ...........-. 319, 344 
Great Addled Review (The) ...... 475 
Grumbler’s Corner (The) .......... 272 
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eae 273 
How to Become .............. lj 
How to Humanize the Landscape 195 


DURORE . 6 oc cccecsce 


Lyra Ineptiarum 
Marriage A la Mode .. 


Mr. 

MONES.. 0. cccccccece 

Mr. Punch's Sponge-bag 
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Mase. .....ccrvccccccccccccccccese 

Neo-Prandialism .......--++-+++5 295 
New Musical Criticism (The)...... 460 
GEN PERI. dccccecesccscccs 241 
Our Debt to Mr. Dott ............ 63 
Our New Patricians .............. 206 
Our Seasonable Symposium ...... 5 
Phantasms of the Living.... 400 
Photographer's Post-Bag (A)...... 74 
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Masterpiece of the Age (Tne) 
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Raven-HI1, L. 
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Proud Parent (A) ....+.0.ss..+0 75 
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School for Variety (The) .......... 100 
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Seen in the Shops ..............6 131 
Statesmen Unbent .............. 311 
Study for a Popular Ballad...... -. 50 
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Coronation (The) 
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Fatal Drawback (The) ............ 89 
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